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° JANUARY. 



'Tis winter with its sullenest of storms. 
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TRUE THOUGHTS. 



January First, 

I ask youth and strength and health for each 
of you, not more. 



January Second. 

It was eve, the second of the year, and oh, 

so cold! 
Ever and anon there flittered through the air 
A snowflake, and a scanty couch of snow 
Crustled the grass-walk and the garden- 
mould. 



January Third. 

Aspire, break bounds. I say, 
Endeavor to be good, and better still, 
And best. Success is nought, endeavor 's all. 
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January Fourth. 

At noonday, in the bustle of man's work- 
time, 

Greet the unseen with a cheer. 

Bid him forward, breast and back as either 
should be, 

"Strive and thrive." Cry, "Speed, fight 
on, fare ever 

There as here." 



January Fifth. 



Go forward, face new times, the better day. 



January Sixth. 

No, when the fight begins within himself, 
A man 's worth something. God stoops o'er 
his head 
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Satan looks up between his feet — both tug — 
He 's left, i* the middle : the soul wakes and 

grows. 
Prolong that battle through his life. 
Never leave growing till the world to come. 

January Seventh. 

Morning, evening, noon and night, 
" Praise God," sang Theocrite. 

January Eighth, 

Belief or unbelief 

Bears upon our life, determines its whole 

course, 
Begins at its beginning. 

January Ninth. 

The common problem, yours, mine, every 

one's, 
Is — not to fancy what were fair in life 
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Provided it could be, — but, finding first 
What may be, then how to make it fair 
Up to our means : a very different thing. 



January Tenth, 

The beginning shall suffice ; 
The aim, if reached or not, makes great the 
life. 



January Eleventh. 

And be it a mad dream or God's very 

breath 
The fact 's the same, — beliefs fire, once 

in us, 
Makes of all eke mere stuff to show itself : 
We penetrate our life with such a glow 
As fire lends to wood and iron. 
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January Twelfth. 

The love that tops the might, the Christ in 
God. 

January Thirteenth. 

To have to do with nothing but the true, 
The good, the eternal — and these, not alone 
In the main current of the general life, 
But small experiences of every day, 
To learn not only by a comet's rush 
But a rose's birth, — not by the grandeur, 

God, 
But by the comfort, Christ. 



January Fourteenth. 

Life is probation and the earth no goal 
But starting-point of man: compel him 
strive. 
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January Fifteenth. 

Fool ! All that is at all 

Lasts ever, past recall ; 

Earth changes, but thy soul and God 

Stand sure! 

January Sixteenth. 

Do I find love so full in my nature, God's 

ultimate gift, 
That I doubt his own love can compete 

with it? Here the parts shift? 
Here, the creature surpass the creator — the 

end what began? 



January Seventeenth. 

Tis not what man does which exalts him, 

but 
What man would do! 
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January Eighteenth. 

So the All Great were the Ail Loving too, 
So through the thunder comes a human 

voice 
Saying, " O heart I made, a heart beats 

here! 
Face my hands fashioned, see it in myself! 
Thou hast no power, nor mayst conceive of 

mine : 
But love I gave thee, with myself to love, 
And thou must love me, who have died for 

thee." 

January Nineteenth. 

The submission of man's nothing-perfect to 
God's ail-complete. 

January Twentieth. 

What a thing friendship is, 
How it gives the heart 
And soul a stir-up. 
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January Twenty-first. 

Oh, the little more, and how much it is! 
And the little less, and what worlds away! 



January Twenty-second. 

Who's alive? 

Our men scarce seem in earnest now. 

Turn our sport to earnest 

With a visage of the sternest! 

Bring the real times back, confessed 

Still better than our very best! 



January Twenty-third, 

Let a man contend to the uttermost 
For his life's set prize, be it what it will. 
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January Twenty -fourth. 

I go to prove my soul! 
I see my way as birds their trackless way, 
I shall arrive ! What time, what circuit, 
I ask not ; but unless God send his hail 
Or blinding fire-balls, sleet or stifling snow, 
In some time, his good time, I shall arrive : 
He guides me and the bird. In his good 
time! 

January Twenty-fifth. 

Be sure that God 

Ne'er dooms to waste the strength He 
deigns impart. 



January Twenty-sixth. 

God be thanked, the meanest of His creat- 
ures 
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Boasts two soul-sides, — one to face the world 

with, 
One to show a woman when he loves her! 



January Twenty -seventh. 

But what if I fail in my purpose here? 
It is but to keep the nerves at strain, 
To dry one's eyes and laugh at a fall, 
And baffled get up and begin again, 
So the chase takes up one's life, that 's all. 



January Twenty -eighth. 



Look not thou down, but up! 



January Twenty ~ninth. 

For, note when evening shuts 
A certain moment cuts 
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The deed off, calls the glory from the 

Gray: 

A whisper from the West 

Shoots — Add this to the rest, 

Take it and try its worth : here dies 

Another day. 

January Thirtieth. 

Ah, but a man's reach should exceed his 

grasp 
Or what *s heaven for? 



January Thirty-first 

All we have willed or hoped or dreamed 
of good, shall exist. 



FEBRUARY. 

The dim 
Droop of a sombre February day. 



TRUE THOUGHTS. 17 



February First. 

It is our trust 

That there is yet another world to mend 

All error and mischance. 



February Second. 



Hold by the right, you double your might. 



February Third. 

All service ranks the same with God : 

If now, as formerly He trod 

Paradise, His presence fills 

Our earth, each only as God wills 

Can work — God's puppets, best and worst, 

Are we ; there is no last nor first. 
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February Fourth, 

Renounce joy for my fellow's sake? That *s 

joy 
Beyond joy. 



February Fifth. 

Into the truth of things — 
Out of their falseness rise, and reach thou, 
and remain! 



February Sixth. 

Love, hope, fear, faith — these make human- 

ity: 
These are its sign and note and character. 
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February Seventh. 

Have you no assurance that, earth at end, 
Wrong will prove right? Who made shall 

mend 
In the higher sphere to which yearnings 

tend? 



February Eighth. 

Then life is — to wake, not sleep, 

Rise, and not rest, but press 

From earth's level where blindly creep 

Things perfected, more or less, 

To the heaven's height, far and steep. 



February Ninth. 

God breathes, not speaks, His verdicts, felt, 
not heard. 
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February Tenth, 

For life, with all it yields of joy and woe, 
And hope and fear (believe the aged friend), 
Is just our chance o* the prize of learning 

love, — 
How love might be, hath been indeed and 

is. 



February Eleventh. 



No fruit, man's life can bear, will fade. 



February Twelfth. 

Rejoice that man is hurled 

From change to change unceasingly, 

His soul's wings never furled! 
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February Tfiirteenth. 

Only for man, how bitter not to grave 

On his soul's hands' palms one fair good 

wise thing 
Just as he grasped it! 



February Fourteenth. 

I say the acknowledgment of God in Christ 
Accepted by thy reason, solves for thee 
All questions in the earth and out of it. 



February Fifteenth. 

Over the ball of it, 
Peering and prying, 

How I see all of it, 
Life there, out-lying! 
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Roughness and smoothness, 

Shine and defilement, 
Grace and uncouthness, 

One reconcilement. 

February Sixteenth. 

O pale departure, dim disgrace of day ! 
Winter *s in wane, his vengeful worst art thou, 
To dash the boldness of advancing March ! 

February Seventeenth, 

In every man's career are certain points 
Whereon he dares not be indifferent ; 
The world detects him clearly, if he dare, 
As baffled at the game, and losing life. 

February Eighteenth. 

My business is not to remake myself, 
But make the absolute best of what God 
made 
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February Nineteenth. 

Saints, to do us good, 

Must be in heaven, I seem to understand : 

We never find them saints before, at least. 



February Twentieth. 

From the first, Power was — I knew. 
Life has made clear to me 
That, strive but for closer view 
Love were as plain to see. 



February Twenty-first 

Oh, fancies that might be! Oh, facts that 
are! 
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February Twenty-second, 

A wound i' the flesh no doubt wants prompt 

redress ; 
It smarts a little to-day, well in a week, 
Forgotten in a month; or never, or now, 

revenge ! 
But a wound to the soul? That rankles 

worse and worse. 



February Twenty-third, 

No ! Youth once gone is gone : 
Deeds let escape are never to be done. 



February Twenty-fourth. 

Venice seems a type 

Of life — 'twixt blue and blue extends, a 
stripe, 
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As life, the somewhat, hangs 'twixt nought 

and nought: 
'Tis Venice, and 'tis life — as good you 

sought 
To spare me the Piazza's slippery stone, 
Or keep me to the unchoked canals alone, 
As hinder Life the evil with the good, 
Which make up Living, rightly understood. 



February Twenty -fifth. 

Ere God forgive the guilt, 
Make man some restitution. 
Do your part! 



February Twenty -sixth. 
» 
But who are we, to spurn, 

For peace* sake, duty's pointing? Up, then, 

earn 
Albeit no prize we may, but martyrdom! 
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February Twenty-seventh. 

Type needs antitype! 

As night needs day, as shine needs shade, 

so good 
Needs evil. How were pity understood 
Unless by pain? 

February Twenty -eighth. 

" Take what is, trust what may be! " 
That 's life's true lesson, eh? 



February Twenty-ninth. 

Gladness be with Thee, Helper of the World! 
I think this is the authentic sign and seal 
Of Godship, that it ever waxes glad, 
And more glad, until gladness blossoms, 

bursts 
Into a rage to suffer for mankind, 
And recommence at sorrow. 



MARCH. 

Hark, the wind with its wants and its infinite 
wail/ 
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March First, 

Then all is still ; earth is a wintry clod : 
But spring-wind, like a dancing psaltress, 

« 

passes 
Over its breast to waken it, rare verdure 
Buds tenderly upon rough banks, between 
The withered tree-roots and the cracks of 

frost, 
Like a smile striving with a wrinkled face ! 



March Second. 

The grass grows bright, the boughs are 

swoln with blooms, 
Like chrysalids impatient for the air ; 
The shining dorrs are busy, beetles run 
Along the furrows, ants make their ado ; 
Above, birds fly in merry flocks, the lark 
Soars up and up, shivering for very joy ; 
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Afar the ocean sleeps ; white fishing-gulls 
Flit where the strand is purple with its tribe 
Of nested limpets ; savage creatures seek 
Their loves in wood and plain — and God 

renews 
His ancient rapture. Thus He dwells in all, 
From life's minute beginnings, up at last 
To man. 



March Third. 

As one spring wind unbinds the mountain 

snow 
And comforts violets in their hermitage. 



March Fourth. 

Therefore to whom turn I but to Thee, the 

ineffable Name? 
Builder and Maker, Thou, of houses not 

made with hands. 
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What, have fear of change from Thee who 

art ever the same? 
Doubt that Thy power can fill the heart 

that Thy power expands? 



March Fifth. 

There shall never be one lost good! What 
was, shall live as before ; 

The evil is null, is nought, is silence imply- 
ing sound ; 

What was good shall be good, with for evil, 
so much good more — 

On the earth the broken arcs ; in the heaven 
a perfect round. 



March Sixth. 

Love should be absolute love, faith is in 
fulness or nought. 
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March Seventh. 

Though dark and drear 
Appears the world before us, we no less 
Wake with our wrists and ankles jeweled 
still. 

March Eighth. 

Let things be, not seem ; 

I counsel rather, do, and nowise dream! 



March Ninth. 

Love is born of heart, not mind— de corde 

natus haud de mente ; 
Touch my heart and love 's yours, sure as 

sun shines above you, 
Sun by day and star by night, tho* earth 

should go to wrack! 
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March Tenth. 

.... A light 

Will struggle through these thronging words 

at last, 
As in the angry and tumultuous West 
A soft star trembles through the drifting 

clouds. 



March Eleventh. 

You know how love is incompatible 
With falsehood — purifies, assimilates 
All other passions to itself. 



March Twelfth. 

Words break no bones ! 
(Hearts, though, sometimes.) 
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March Thirteenth. 

What 's a man's age? He must hurry more, 

that 's all — 
Cram in a day what his youth took a year 

to hold. 
When we mind labor, then, then only, we're 

too old. 



March Fourteenth, 

Oh, what a dawn of day ! 

How the March sun feels like May ! 



March Fifteenth* 

One evening I was sitting in a muse 
Over the opened " Summa," darkened round 
By the mid-March twilight, thinking how 
my life 
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Had shaken under me — broken short, in- 
deed, 

And showed the gap 'twixt what is, what 
should be. 



March Sixteenth. 



Sorrow is vain and despondency sinful. 



March Seventeenth. 

Oh, we are sunk enough here, God knows ! 

but not quite so sunk that moments 
Sure, tho' seldom, are denied us, when the 

spirit's true endowments 
Stand out plainly from its false ones, and 

apprise it, if pursuing, 
Of the right way or the wrong way to its 

triumph or undoing. 
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March Eighteenth. 

Prayers move God; threats, and nothing 
else, move m 



March Nineteenth. 

Yes, everybody that leaves life sees all 
Softened and bettered. So with other 

sights : 
'To me, at least, was never evening yet, 
But seemed far beautifuller than its day ; 
For past is past. 

March Twentieth. 

Now for this twentieth splendid day of 

spring ; 
All in a tale — sun, wind, sky, earth and 

sea — 
To bid man, " Up, be doing! " 
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March Twenty-first. 

I knew Thee who has kept my path, and 

made 
Light for me in the darkness, tempering 

sorrow 
So that it reached me like a solemn joy. 
It were too strange that I should doubt Thy 

love. 

March Twenty-second. 

.... We poor 

Weak souls, how we endeavor to be strong! 



March Twenty-third. 

'Tis only when they spring to heaven that 

angels 
Reveal themselves to you ; they sit all day 
Beside you, and lie down at night by you 
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Who care not for their presence, muse or 

sleep, 
And all at once they leave you, and' you 

know them. 

March Twenty-fourth. 

God is the perfect poet, 

Who in his person acts his own creations. 

March Twenty-fifth. 

What 's come to perfection perishes ; 
Things learned on earth we shall practice in 

heaven ; 
Works done least rapidly Art most cherishes. 

March Twenty-sixth. 

God made all the creatures, and gave them 

our love and our fear, 
To give sign we and they are his children, 

one family here. 
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March Twenty -seventh. 

How good is man's life, the mere living! 

how fit to employ 
All the heart and the soul and the senses 

forever in joy. 



March Twenty-eighth. 

Round and round, like a dance of snow 
In a dazzling drift, as its guardians, go 
Floating the women faded for ages, 
Sculptured in stone on the poets' pages. 



March Twenty -ninth. 

* 

Though winter be over in March by rights, 
Tis May perhaps ere the snow shall have 
withered well off the heights. 
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March Thirtieth, 

Why comes temptation, but for man to meet 
And master and make crouch beneath his 

foot, 
And so be pedestalled in triumph? 



March Thirty-Jirst. 

.... Pray 

" Lead us into no such temptations, Lord." 

Yea, but, O Thou whose servants are the 

bold, 
Lead such temptations by the head and 

hair, 
Reluctant dragons, up to who dares fight, 
That so he may do battle and have praise. 



APRIL. 



Oh, to be in England now that April's there! 



1 
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April First 

Oh, to be in England now that April's 

there! 
And whoever wakes in England sees some 

morning, unaware, 
That the lowest boughs and the brushwood 

sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard 

bough 
In England — now! 



• • • 



April Second. 

Learn and love 
Each facet-flash of the revolving year I 
Red, green and blue that whirl into a white, 
The variance now, the eventual unity, 
Which make the miracle. 
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April Third* 

The woods were long austere with snow : at 
last 

Pink leaflets budded on the beech, and fast 

Larches, scattered through pine-tree soli- 
tudes, 

Brightened. 

April Fourth. 

When shy buds venture out, and the air by 

mild degrees 
Puts winter's death past doubt. 



April Fifth. 

Why pansies, eyes that laugh, bear beauty's 

prize 
From violets, eyes that dream. 
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April Sixth, 



Men are not angels, neither are they brutes. 



April Seventh. 

Thou wilt remember one warm morn when 
winter 

Crept aged from the earth, and spring's first 
breath 

Blew soft from the moist hills ; the black- 
thorn .boughs, 

So dark in the bare wood, when glistening 

In the sunshine were white with coming 
buds, 

Like the bright side of a sorrow, and the 
banks 

Had violets opening from sleep like eyes. 



I 
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April Eighth. 

Honor is a gift of God to man 

Precious beyond compare: which natural 

sense 
Of human rectitude and purity — 
Which white, man's soul is born with — 

brooks no touch. 



April Ninth. 

Love, if you knew the light 

That your soul casts in my sight, 

How I look to you 

For the pure and true 

And the beauteous and the right. 



April Tenth. 

Infinite passion, and the pain 
Of finite hearts that yearn. 
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April Eleventh. 

What if the rose streak of morning 

Pale and depart in a passion of tears? 

Once to have hoped is no matter for 
scorning ! 

Love once — e'en love's disappointment en- 
dears! 

A minute's success pays the failure of years. 



April Twelfth. 

God 's in his heaven, 

All 's right with the world. 



April Thirteenth. 

Beware ye blame desert for unsuccess, 
Disparage each expedient else to praise, 
Call failure folly! Man's best efforts fail. 
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After ten years' resistance Troy succumbed : 
Could valor save a town, Troy still tad 
stood. 

April Fourteenth. 

Hold on, hope hard in the subtle thing 
That 's spirit ; though cloistered fast, soar 
free. 

April Fifteenth, 

Sky — what a scowl of cloud 

Till, near and far, 
Ray on ray split the shroud ; 

Splendid, a star! 



April Sixteenth, 

Could we by a wish 

Have what we will and get the future now, 
Would we wish aught done undone in the 
past? 
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So, let him wait God's instant men call 

years ; 
Meantime hold hard by truth, and his great 

soul, 
Do out the duty. Through such souls alone 
God stooping shows sufficient of His light 
For us V the dark to rise by. And I rise. 



April Seventeenth. 

But Easter-day breaks! 

But Christ rises! Mercy every way 

Is infinite, — and who can say? 



April Eighteenth. 

World — how it walled about 

Life with disgrace, 
Till God's own smile came out : 

That was thy face. 



50 BROWNING YEAR BOOK. 

April Nineteenth. 

You, forsooth, a flower? Nay, my love, a 

jewel — 
Jewel at no mercy of a moment in your 

prime! 
Time may fray the flower-face ; kind be 

time or cruel, 
Jewel, from each facet flash your laugh 
at time! 

April Twentieth. 

What a name! Was it love or praise? 
Speech half asleep or song half awake? 
I must learn Spanish one of these days, 
Only for that slow sweet name's sake. 



April Twenty-first. 

For women .... 

There is no good of life but love— but love. 
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April Twenty-second. 



All women love great men, 
If young or old. 



April Twenty-third. 



How we are made for happiness! how work 
Grows play, adversity a winning fight! 



April Twenty -fourth. 



May flowers bloom before May comes, 
To cheer, a little, April's sadness. 
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April Twenty-fifth. 

I count life just a stuff 
To try the soul's strength on, educe the man. 
Who keeps one end in view makes all things 
serve. 



April Twenty -sixth. 

Have I done worthy work? be love's the 
praise. 



April Twenty-seventh. 

Oh, never work 

Like his was done for work's ignoble sake ! 

It must have finer aims to lure it on. 
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April Twenty -eighth. 

"What? Was xnan made a wheel-work to 

wind up, 
And be discharged, and straight wound up 

anew? 
No; grown, his growth lasts; taught, he 

ne'er forgets ; 
May learn a thousand things, not twice the 

same. 

April Twenty -ninth. 

One sits down in poverty 

And writes or paints, with pity for the rich. 



April Thirtieth. 

Things learned on earth we shall practice in 
heaven. 



MAY. 



There 9 s no such lovely month in Rome as May. 



1 
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May First. 

Such a starved bank of moss 
Till, that May morn, 

Blue ran the flash across : 
Violets were born ! 



May Second. 

I am aware it is the seed of act 

God holds appraising in his hollow palm, 

Not act grown great thence on the world 

below, 
Leafage and branches, vulgar eyes admire. 



May Third. 

And after April, when May follows, 
And the white-throat builds and all the 
swallows! 
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Hark, where my blossomed pear tree in the 
hedge 

Leans to the field and scattered on the 
clover, 

Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray's 
S* edge — 

That 's the wise thrush : he sings each song 
twice over, 

Lest you should think he never could re- 
capture 

The first fine careless rapture ! 

May Fourth. 

For all, love greatens and glorifies 
Till God 's a glow to the loving eyes 
In what was mere earth before* 



May Fifth. 

In youth I looked to these very skies, 
And probing their immensities, 



GOOD THOUGHTS. 



59 



I found God there, his visible power ; 
Yet felt in my heart, amid all its sense 
Of the power, an equal evidence 
That His love, there too, was the nobler 
dower. 



May Sixth. 

What *s poetry except a power that makes? 
And, speaking to one sense, inspires the rest, 
Pressing them all into its service. 



May Seventh. 

Robert- Browning, born 18x2. 

One who never turned his back but marched 

breast forward, 
Never doubted clouds would break, 
Never dreamed, though right were worsted, 

wrong would triumph, 
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Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight bet- 
ter, 
Sleep to wake. 



May Eighth. 

And I shall behold Thee, face to face, 

O God, and in Thy light retrace 

How in all I loved here, still wast Thou! 



May Ninth. 

Then, stand there and hear 

The birds' quiet singing, that tells us what 

life is, so clear! 
The secret they sang to Ulysses when, ages 

ago, 
He heard and he knew this life's secret, I 

hear and I know. 
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May Tenth. 

. . . In May, . . . you've summer all at 

once; 
In a day he leaps complete with a few strong 

April suns. 
'Mid the sharp short emerald wheat, scarce 

risen three fingers well, 
The wild tulip, at end of its tube, blows out 

its good red bell 
Like a thin clear bubble of blood, for the 

children to pick and sell. 



May Eleventh. 

Dance yellows and whites and reds, 
Lead your gay orgy, leaves, stalks, heads 
Astir with the wind in the tulip-beds ! 
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May Twelfth, 

Youth is the only time 

To think and to decide on a great course. 

Manhood with action follows; but 'tis 

dreary 
To have to alter our whole life in age — 
The time past, the strength gone. 



May Thirteenth. 

Feeling God loves us, and that all which 

errs 
Is but a dream which death will dissipate. 



May Fourteenth. 

We 're made so that we love . 
First when we see things painted, things we 
have passed 
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Perhaps a hundred times, nor cared to see. 
And so they are better painted — better to 

us 
Which is the same thing — Art was given us 

for that ; 
God uses us to help each other so, 
Lending our minds out. 



May Fifteenth. 

This world 's no blot for us 
Nor blank ; it means intensely, and means 
good. 

May Sixteenth. 

Air, air, fresh life-blood, thin and searching 

air, 
The clear dear breath of God that loveth 

us, 
Where small birds reel and winds take their 

delight ! 
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May Seventeenth. 

Leaf -fall and grass-spring for the year ; for 

us — 
Oh, forfeit I unalterably thus 
My chance? Nor two lives wait me, this 

to spend 

Learning save that? Nature has time, may 

mend 
Mistake ; she knows occasion will recur ; 

Landslip or seabreach, how affects it her 

With her magnificent resources? — I 

Must perish once and perish utterly. 



May Eighteenth. 

The way life should be used 
Was to acquire. 
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May Nineteenth. 

Life means— learning to abhor 
The false, and love the true. 



May Twentieth. 

Clash forth life's common chord, whence, 

list how there ascend 
Harmonies far and faint, till our perception 

end — 
Reverberated notes whence we construct 

the scale 
Embracing what we know and feel and 

are. 

May Twenty-first. 

Life, the evil with the good, 

Which make up living, rightly understood ; 

Only do finish something! 
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May Twenty-second. 

Truth is a strong thing — let man's life be 
true! 



May Twenty-third. 

Never the time and the place 
And the loved one all together! 
Tliis path, how soft to pace ! 
This May, what magic weather! 



May Twenty -fourth. 

.... One plant 

Woods have in May that starts up green 
Save a sole streak which, so to speak, 
Is spring's blood spilt its leaves between. 
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May Twenty -fifth. 

The great Gardener grafts the excellence 
On wildings where He wills. 



May Twenty -sixth. 

Duty and love, one broad way, were the 

best — 
Who doubts? But one or other was to 

choose, 
I choose the darkling half and wait the rest 
In that new world where light and darkness 

fuse. 



May Twenty -seventh. 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem 
best? 
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May Twenty -eighth. 

What hand and brain went ever paired? 
What heart alike conceived and dared? 
What act proved all its thought had been? 
What will but felt the fleshly screen? 



May Twenty -ninth. 



Climb high, love high. 



May Thirtieth. 

May's warm, slow, yellow moonlit summer 

nights — 
Gone are they; but I have them in my 

soul! 
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May Thirty-first. 

On the sea and at the Hogue, sixteen hun- 
dred ninety, 

Did the two English fight the French — woe 
to France! 

And the thirty-first of May, helter-skelter 
thro' the blue 

Like a crowd of frightened porpoises a 
shoal of sharks pursue 

Came crowding ship on ship to St. Malo 
on the ranee, 

With the English fleet in view. 



JUNE. 



All June I bound the rose in sheaves. 
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June First. 

Day! 

Faster and more fast, 
0\er night's brim, day boils at last ; 
Boils, pure gold o'er the cloud-cup's brim, 
Where spurting and suppressed it lay ; 
For not a froth-flake touched the rim 
Of yonder gap in the solid gray 
Of the eastern cloud an hour away ; 
But forth one wavelet, then another, curled, 
Till the wjiole sunrise, not to be suppressed, 
Rose, reddened, and its seething breast 
Flickered in bounds, grew gold, then over- 
flowed the world. 



June Second. 

Oh, 't were too absurd to slight 

For the hereafter the to-day's delight! 
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June Third. 

.... Day by day 

New pollen on the lily-petal grows, 
And still more labyrinthine buds the rose. 



June Fourth. 

The breezy morning fresh 
Above, and merry, — all his waving mesh 
Laughing with lucid dewdrops rainbow- 
edged. 



June Fifth. 

Oh, the wild joy of living, the leaping from 
rock up to rock, 

The strong rending of boughs from the fir- 
tree, the cool silver shock 

Of the plunge in a pool's living water. 
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June Sixth, 

.... Any nose 

May ravage with impunity a rose. 

June Seventh, 

Are there not, dear Michal, 
Two points in the adventure of the diver, — 
One, when a beggar he prepares to plunge ; 
One, when a prince he rises with his pearl? 

June Eighth, 

This is a spray the bird clung to, 

Making it blossom with pleasure, 

Ere the high-top she sprung to, 

Fit for her nest and her treasure. 

Oh, what a hope beyond measure 

Was the poor spray's, which the flying feet 

hung to, — 
So to be singled out, built in, and sung to! 
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June Ninth, 

How soon a smile of God can change the 
world. 

June Tenth, 

The gray sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and low ; 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 
As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quench its speed i' the slushy sand. 



June Eleventh, 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea, 
And the sun looked over the mountain's rim : 
And straight was a path of gold for him, 
And the need of a world of men for me. 
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June Twelfth, 

Oh, never a star 

Was lost here but it rose afar! 



June Thirteenth. 

... In the distance heaven is blue above 
Mountains where sleep the unsunned tarns. 



June Fourteenth, 

My life's remainder, which say what fools 

will, 
Is or should be the best of life, — its fruit 
All tends to root and stem and leaf and 

flower. 
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June Fifteenth, 

Put pain from out the world, what room 

were left 
For thanks to God, for love to Man? 



June Sixteenth. 

Felice-church-side stretched aglow 
Through each square window fringed for 

festival, 
Whence came the clear voices of the 

cloistered ones 

Chanting a chant made for midsummer 

nights — 
I know not what particular praise of God, 

It always came and went with June. 



June Seventeenth. 

After earth, comes peace, 
Born out of life-long battle. 
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June Eighteenth. 

Nothing, Soul, has been which shall not 

bettered be 
Hereafter ; leave the root by law's decree 
Whence springs the ultimate and perfect 

tree. 

June Nineteenth. 

Was there nought better than to enjoy? 
No feat, which done, would make time break 
And let us pent-up creatures through 
Into eternity, our due? 
No forcing earth teach heaven's employ? 



June Twentieth. 

God gives each man one life, like a lamp, 

then gives 
That lamp due measure of oil : lamp 

lighted — hold high, wave wide 
Its comfort for others to share. 
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June Twenty-first, 

Themselves love themselves 

Spend their own oil in feeding their own 

lamp 
That their own faces may grow brighter 

thereby. 

June Twenty -second. 

That we devote ourselves to God is seen 
In living just as though no God there were. 



June Twenty-third. 

Say not a " small event " ! why " small "? 
Costs it more pain than this ye call 
A " great event " should come to pass 
From that? Untwine me from the mass 
Of deeds which make up life, one deed 
Power shall fall short in or exceed! 
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June Twenty -fourth. 

Being born mortal, bear grief! why born 
else? 



June Twenty-fifth. 

A loving worm within its sod 
Were diviner than a loveless god 
Amid his worlds. 



June Twenty-sixth. 

O prodigality of life, blind waste 

I' the world, of power profuse without the 

will 
To make life do its work, deserve its day! 
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June Twenty -seventh. 

God has conceded two sights to a man — 
One, of men's' whole work, time's completed 

plan; 
The other, of the minute's work, man's first 
Step to the plan's completeness: what 's 

dispersed 
Save hope of that supreme step which, de- 
scried 
Earliest, was meant still to remain untried 
Only to give you heart to take your own 
Step, and there stay, leaving the rest alone? 



June Twenty -eighth. 

Progress is the law of life : man is not Man 
as yet. 
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June Twenty-ninth. 

A people is but the attempt of many 
To rise to the complete life ot one; 
And those who live as models for the mass 
Are singly of more value than they all. 



June Thirtieth. 

In the morning of the world, 

When earth was nearer heaven than now. 



JULY. 



In July when day is flame. 
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July First. 

There 's a world of capability 

For joy spread round about us, meant for 

us, 
Inviting us. 

July Second. 

This is the very heart of the woods, all round 
Mountain-like * heaped above us ; yet even 

here 
One pond of water gleams ; far off the river 
Sweeps like a sea, barred out from land ; 

but one — 
One thin, clear sheet has over-leaped and 

wound 
Into this silent depth, which gained, it lies 
Still, as but let by suffrance ; further on, 
Tall rushes and thick flag-knots have com- 
bined 
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To narrow it ; so, at length, a silver thread, 
It winds all noiselessly through the deep 

wood, 
Till, thro , a cleft-way, thro* the moss and 

stone, 
It joins its parent river with a shout! 



July Third. 

The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere. 
Silence and passion, joy and peace, 
An everlasting wash of air — 
Rome's ghost since her decease. 



July Fourth. 

" Open my heart, and you will see 
Graved inside of it ' Italy.' " 
Such lovers old are I and she. 
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July Fifth, 



O woman-country, wooed, not wed, 
Loved all the more by earth's male lands, 
Laid to their hearts instead. 



July Sixth. 

That low man seeks a little thing to do, 

Sees it and does it ; 

This high man, with a great thing to pursue, 

Dies ere he knows it. 

That low man goes on adding one to one, 

His hundred 's soon hit ; 

This high man, aiming at a million, 

Misses a unit, 

That has the world here — should he need 

the next, 
Let the world mind him! 
This throws himself on God, and unper- 

plexed, 
Seeking, shall find Him. 
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July Seventh, 

God's justice tardy though it prove per- 
chance, 

Rests never on the track until it reach 
delinquency. 

July Eighth. 

The high that proved too high, the heroic 
for earth too hard, 

The passion that left the ground to lose it- 
self in the sky, 

Are music sent up to God by the lover and 
the bard ; 

Enough that He heard it once; we shall 
hear it by-and-by. 



July Ninth. 

As the first glance told me 

There was no duty patent in the world 
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Like daring try be good and true myself, 
Leaving the show of things to the Lord of 

Show 
And Prince o' the Power of the Air. 



July Tenth. 

God so willed : 

Mankind is ignorant, a man am I : 

Call ignorance my sorrow, not my sin! 



July Eleventh. 

'Twas a thief said the last kind word to 

Christ : 
Christ took the kindness and forgave the 

theft. 

July Twelfth. 

Take all in a word: the trust in God's 

breast 
Lies trace for trace upon ours impressed : 
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Though He so bright and we so dim, 

We are made in His image to witness Him. 



July Thirteenth. 

Let me enjoy my own conviction, 

Nor watch my neighbor's faith with fretful- 

ness, 
Still spying there some dereliction 
Of truth, perversity, f orgetf ulness ! 
Better a mild indifferentism, 
Teaching that both our faiths (though duller 
His shine through a dull spirit's prism) 
Originally had one color! 



July Fourteenth. 

What act proved all its thought had been? 
What will but felt the fleshly screen? 



TRUE THOUGHTS. 93 

July Fifteenth. 

Oh, if we draw a circle premature 

Heedless of far gain, 
Greedy for quick returns of profit, sure 

Bad is our bargain ! 
Was it not great? Did not he throw on God 

(He loves the burthen) 
God's task to make the heavenly period 

Perfect the earthen? 

July Sixteenth, 

Fail I alone, in words and deeds? 
Why, all men strive, and who succeeds? 

July Seventeenth. 

But, friends, 
Truth is within ourselves ; it takes no rise 
From outward things, whate'er you may be- 
lieve. 
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There is an inmost centre in us all, 
Where truth abides in fulness ; and around 
Wall upon wall, the gross flesh hems it in 
This perfect, clear perception — which is 
truth. 



July Eighteenth, 

All is as God over-rules ; 

Beside incentives come from the souFs self 

The rest avail not. 



July Nineteenth. 

Love, we are in God's hand. 

How strange now, looks the life He makes 

us lead ; 
So free we seem, so fettered fast we are I 
I feel He laid the fetter: let it lie! 
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July Twentieth. 

Learning anew the use of soldiership, 
Self-abnegation, freedom from all fear, 
Loyalty to the life's end. 



July Twenty-first. 

This life is training and a passage ; pass — 
Still, we march over some flat obstacle 
We made give way before us. 



July Twenty -second. 



Oh, live and love worthily, bear, be bold! 
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July Twenty -third. 

Look, how the laborer's song 

Cheers him! Thus sang my soul at each 

sharp throe 
Of laboring flesh and blood — "she loves 

me so ! " 



July Twenty -fourth. 

Be sure they sleep not whom God needs! 

Nor fear 
Their holding light His charge, when every 

hour 
That finds that charge delayed, is a new 

death. 



July Twenty-fifth. 



Our mind receives but what it holds, no 
more. 
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July Twenty-sixth. 

God, Thou art Love! I build my faith on 

that, 
Even as I watch beside the tortured child, 
Unconscious whose hot tears fall fast by 

him. 
So doth Thy right hand guide us through 

the world 
Wherein we stumble. 



July Twenty -seventh. 

God is all-good, all-wise, all-powerful 

truth? 
Take it and rest there. 



July Twenty -eighth. 

Expect nor question nor reply 

At what we figure as God's judgment-bar! 
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None of this vile way by the barren words 
Which, more than any deed, characterize 
Man as made subject to a curse. 



July Twenty-ninth. 

. . . These filthy rags of speech, this coil 
Of statement, comment, query and response, 
Tatters all too contaminate for use, 
Have no renewing : He, the Truth, is, too, 
The Word. 



July Thirtieth. 

. . Our human speech is naught, 
Our human testimony false, our fame 
And human estimation words and wind. 
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July Thirty-first. 

Nothing can be as it has been before ; 
Better, so call it, only not the same. 
To draw one beauty into our hearts' core, 
And keep it changeless! such our claim ; 
So answered, — Never more! 
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August First. 

. . . August's hair afloat in filmy fire, 

She fell, arms wide, face foremost on the 

world, 
Swooned there and so singed out the strength 

of things. 

August Second. 

For the turf, to call it grass were to mock : 
Dead to the roots, so deep was done 
The work of the summer sun. 



August Third. 

Grow old along with me! 
The best is yet to be, 

The last of life, for which, the first was 
made. 
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August Ninth. 

Praise be Thine! 

I see the whole design, 

I who saw power, see now love perfect too. 



August Tenth. 

Spite of this flesh to-day 
I strove, made head, gained ground upon 
the whole! 



August Eleventh. 

As the bird wings and sings, 
Let us cry, " All good things 
Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, 
than flesh helps soul ! " 






THOUGHTS FIT TO TREASURE UP. 107 



August Twelfth, 

Youth ended, I shall try 
My gain or loss thereby ; 
Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold : 
And I shall weigh the same, 
Give life its praise or blame : 
Young, all lay in dispute; I shall know, 
being old. 



August Thirteenth, 

Now, who shall arbitrate? 
Ten men love what I hate, 
Shun what I follow, slight what I receive ; 
Ten, who in ears and eyes 
Match me : we all surmise, 
They, this thing, and I, that : whom shall 
my soul believe? 
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August Fourteenth. 

All I could never be, 
All, men ignored in me ; 
This I was worth to God. 



August Fifteenth. 

So, take and use Thy work, 

Amend what flaws may lurk, 

What strain o' the stuff, what warpings past 
the aim! 

My times be in Thy hand ! 

Perfect the cup as planned ! 

Let age approve of youth, and death com- 
plete the same! 

August Sixteenth. 

The body sprang 
At once to the height, and stayed ; but the 
soul, — no ! 
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August Seventeenth. 

Song, spring thought perfection, 

Summer criticises : 

What in May escaped detection, 

August, past surprises, 

Notes, and names each blunder. 



August Eighteenth. 

For I say this is death and the sole death — 

When a man's loss comes to him from his 
gain, 

Darkness from light, from knowledge igno- 
rance, 

And lack of love from love made manifest. 



August Nineteenth. 



The serpent tempted me and I did eat, 
So much of paradisal nature, Eve's ! 
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The daughters ever since prefer to urge 
Adam so starved me I was fain accept 
The apple any serpent pushed my way. 



August Twentieth. 

The truth was felt by instinct here, 
Process which saves a world of trouble and 
time. 



August Twenty-first, 

What 's the earth 

With all its art, verse, music, worth — 
Compared with love, found, gained, and 
kept? 
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August Twenty -second. 

Progress, man's distinctive mark alone, 
Not God's and not the beasts' : God is, they 

are; 
Man partly is, and wholly hopes to be. 



August Twenty -third. 

The ultimate, angel's law, 
Indulging every instinct of the soul. 
There, where law, life, joy, impulse are one 
thing! 



August Twenty-fourth. 



In the great right of an excessive wrong. 
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August Twenty-fifth. 

The curious crime, the fine 
Felicity and flower of wickedness. 



August Twenty -sixth. 

White shall not neutralize the black, nor 

good 
Compensate bad in man, absolve him so : 
Life's business being just the terrible choice. 



August Twenty -seventh. 

It is the glory and good of Art 
That Art remains the one way possible 
Of speaking truth, — to mouths like mine, at 
least. 
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August Twenty-eighth. 

But how carve way i' the life that lies 

before, 
If bent on groaning ever for the past? 



August Twenty -ninth. 

Late August or early September, the stun- 
ning cicala is shrill, 

And the bees keep their tiresome whine 
round the resinous firs on the hill. 



August Thirtieth. 

Better have failed in the high aim, as I, 
Than vulgarly in the low aim succeed, — 
As, God be thanked! I do not. 
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August Thirty -first 

Partake my confidence! No creature's 

made so mean 
But that, some way, it boasts, could we 

investigate, 
Its supreme worth : fulfils, by ordinance of 

fate, 
Its momentary task, gets glory all its own, 
Tastes triumph in the world, pre-eminent, 

alone. 

• •••••• 

As firm is my belief, quick sense perceives 
the same 

Self-vindicating flash illustrate every man 

And woman of our mass, and prove, through- 
out the plan, 

No detail but, in place allotted it, was prime 
and perfect. 



SEPTEMBER. 



Spring shall plant and Autumn garner. 
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September First. 

I trust in Nature for the stable laws 
Of beauty and utility. Spring shall plant 
And Autumn garner to the end of time : 
I trust in God, — the right shall be the right — 
And other than the wrong, while He en- 
dures. 



September Second. 



Look one step onward and secure that step. 



September Third. 

Loving ! What claim to love has work of 

mine? 
Concede my life were emptied of its gains 
To furnish forth and fill work's strict con- 
fine — 
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Who works so for the world's sake, he com- 

plains 
With cause when hate, not love, rewards his 

pains. 
I looked beyond the world for truth and 

beauty : 
Sought, found, and did my duty. 



September Fourth, 

While God's champion lives, 
Wrong shall be resisted. 



September Fifth. 

Love is never blind, but rather 
Alive to every the minutest spot 
Which mars its object. 
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September Sixth, 

The Lord we look to once for all, 
Is the Lord we should look at all at once : 
He knows not to vary, saith St. Paul, 
Nor the shadow of turning, for the nonce. 
See Him no other than He is! 
Give both infinitudes their due — 
Infinite mercy, but, I wis, 
As infinite a justice too. 

September Seventh. 

But where will God be absent ? In His face 
Is light, but in His shadow healing too. 

September Eighth. 

For, would we but avow the truth, 
Sober is genuine joy, no jesting! 
Ask else Penelope, Ulysses, 
Old in youth ! 
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September Ninth. 

No protesting, dearest ! 

Hardly kisses even! 

Don't we both know how it ends? 

How the greenest leaf turns searest? 

Bluest outbreak — blankest heaven? 

Lovers — friends ? 



September Tenth. 

Ah, Love, but a day, 
And the world has changed! 

The sun 's away, 
And the bird estranged ; 

The wind has dropped, 
And the sky 's deranged : 

Summer has stopped. 
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September Eleventh. 

Well, now, there 's nothing in nor out o' the 

world 
Good except truth. 

September Twelfth. 

I ran life's race 

With the whole world to see, as only strains 

His strength some athlete whose prodigious 

gains 
Of good appall him : happy to excess, — 
Work freely done should balance happiness 
Fully enjoyed. 

September Thirteenth. 

Shut his fool's eyes on the visible good 
And wealth for certain, opened them owl- 
wide 
On Fortune's sole piece of forgetfulness. 
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September Fourteenth, 

You are Christians ; somehow no one ever 
plucked 

A rag, even, from the body of the Lord, 

To wear and mock with, but, despite him- 
self, 

He looked the greater and was the better. 



September Fifteenth. 

That *s all we may expect of man this side 
The grave: his good is — knowing he is 

bad: 
Thus will it be with us when the books ope 
And we stand at the bar on judgment day. 



September Sixteenth. 

Well, are we demigods or merely clay? 
Is success still attendant on desert? 
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Is this, we live on heaven and the final state, 
Or earth which means probation to the end? 

September Seventeenth. 

So, gazing up, in my youth, at love 
As seen through power, ever above 
All modes which make it manifest, 
My soul brought all to a single test — 
That He, the Eternal First and Last, 
Who, in His power, had so surpassed 
All man conceives of what is might, — 
Whose wisdom, too, showed infinite, — 
Would prove as infinitely good ; 
Would never (my soul understood), 
With power to work all love desires, 
Bestow e'en less than man requires. 

September Eighteenth. 

.... I did 

God's bidding and man's duty, so breathe 
free. 
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September Nineteenth. 

.... From God 
Down to the lowest spirit ministrant 
Intelligence exists which casts our mind 
Into immeasurable shade. 



September Twentieth. 

Why ever make man's good distinct from 

God's, 
Or finding they are one, why dare mistrust? 



September Twenty-first. 

An end, a rest! Strange how the notion, 

once 
Encountered, gathers strength by moments! 

Rest! 
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Where has it kept so long? This throbbing 

brow 
To cease, this beating heart to cease, all 

cruel 
And gnawing thoughts to cease! To dare 

let down 
My strength, so high-strung brain, to dare 

unnerve 
My harassed o'er-tasked frame, to know 

my place, 
My portion, my reward, even my failure, 
Assigned, made sure forever. 



September Twenty-second. 

Let our God's praise 

Go bravely through the world at last! What 

care 
Through me or thee? 
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September Twenty-third, 

Fortune is fickle 

And even professors fall. 



September Twenty-fourth. 

This is the doctrine, simple, ancient, true.; 
Such is life's trial, as old earth smiles and 

knows. 
If you loved only what were worth your 

love, 
Love were clear gain, and wholly well for 

you : 
Make the low nature better by your throes! 
Give earth yourself, go up for gain above! 



September Twenty-fifth. 

Can the soul, the will, die out of a man 
Ere his body finds the grave that gapes? 
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September Twenty-sixth. 

Justinian's Pandects only make precise 
What simply sparkled in men's eyes before. 
Twitched in their brow or quivered on their 

lip, 
Waited the speech they called but would 

not come. 



September Twenty -seventh. 

The candid incline to surmise of late 
That the Christian faith may be false, I find ; 
For our Essays and Reviews' debate 
Begins to tell on the public mind, 
And Colenso's words have weight ; 

• •■*••• 
I will, to suppose it true, for my part 
See reasons and reasons ; this to begin : 
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Tis the faith that launched point-blank her 

dart 
At the head of a lie — taught original sin, 
The corruption of man's heart. 



September Twenty-eighth. 



'Tis an awkward thing to play with souls, 
And matter enough to save one's own. 



September Twenty -ninth. 



.... Women hate a debt as men a gift. 
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September Thirtieth. 

.... Study, my friends, 

What a man's work comes to ! So he plans 

it, 
Performs it, perfects it, makes amends 

For the toiling and moiling, and then, sic 

transit! 



OCTOBER. 

.... Days decrease, 

And Autumn grows, Autumn in everything. 
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October First. 

One October morning at first drop 
Of appled gold, first summons to be grave 
Because rough Autumn's play turns earnest 
' now. 

October Second. 

Those swarthy hazel clusters, seamed and 
chapped, 

Or filberts russet-sheathed and velvet- 
capped. 



October Third. 

For if you would remember me aright 
As I was born to be, you must forget 
All fitful, strange and moody waywardness 
Which e'er confused my better spirit to 
dwell 
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Only on moments such as these, dear 

friends! 
My heart no truer, but my words and ways 
More true to it. 



October Fourth, 

.... God forbid 

We judge man by the faults of youth in age. 



October Fifth, 

Love bids touch truth, endure truth, and 

embrace 
Truth, though, embracing truth, love crush 

itself. 
Worship not me but God ! the angels urge : 
That is love's grandeur. 
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October Sixth. 

How very hard it is to be 

A Christian! Hard for you and me. 



October Seventh. 

Call in law when a neighbor breaks your 

fence, 
Cribs from your field, tampers with rent or 

lease, 
Touches the purse or pocket, — but woos 

your wife? 
No : take the old way trod when men were 

men! 

October Eighth. 

.... I sent prayer like incense up 
To God the strong, God the beneficent, 
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God ever mindful in all strife and strait, 
Who, for our own good, makes the need ex- 
treme, 
Till at the last He puts forth might and 
saves. 



October Ninth, 

Leave help to God. . . . 

There is no other help or we should craze, 

Seeing such evil with no human cure. 

Reflect that God, who makes the storm de- 
sist, 

Can make an angry, violent heart subside. 

Why should we venture teach Him govern- 
ance? 



October Tenth. 

I thirst for truth, 

But shall not drink it till I reach the source. 
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October Eleventh. 

For he was slipping into years apace, 

And years make men restless — they needs 

must spy 
Some certainty, some sort of end assured, 
Some sparkle, though from topmost beacon- 
tip, 
That warrants life a harbor through the 
haze. 

October Twelfth. 

So we are made. Such difference in minds, 
Such difference too in eyes that see the 
minds. 

October Thirteenth. 

Nothing endures: the wind moans saying 

so; 
We moan in acquiescence ; there *s life pact, 
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Perhaps probation — do I know? 
God does : endure His act. 



October Fourteenth. 

.... The best 

Impart the gift of seeing to the rest. 



October Fifteenth. 

Well early in Autumn, at first Winter's warn- 
ing, 

When the stag had to break with his foot, 
of a morning, 

A drinking-hole out of the fresh tender ice 

That covered the pond till the sun, in a 
trice, 

Loosening it, let out a ripple of gold, 
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And another and another, and faster and 

faster, 
Till, dimpling to blindness, the wide water 

rolled. 

October Sixteenth. 

Shall I find aught new 
In the old and dear, 
In the good and true, 
With the changing year? 



October Seventeenth. 

m 

Our fig-tree that leaned for the saltness, has 
furled 

Her five fingers, 
Each leaf like a hand opened wide to the 
world, 

Where there lingers 
No glint of the gold Summer sent for her 
sake. 
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October Eighteenth. 

.... For kind, 

Calm years, exacting their accompt 

Of pain, mature the mind. 



October Nineteenth. 



Could I but live again, 
Twice my life over, 
Would I once strive again? 
Would I not cover 
Quietly all of it — 
Greed and ambition — 
So, from the pall of it, 
Pass to fruition? 
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October Twentieth. 

Good to forgive : 
Best to forget! 
Living we fret, 
Dying we live. 



October Twenty-first. 



For oh, this world and the wrong it does! 



October Twenty second. 

Her life had many a hope and aim, 
Duties enough and little cares ; 
And now was quiet, now astir, 
Till God's hand beckoned unawares^- 
And the sweet white brow is all of her. 
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October Twenty-third. 

" But time escapes ! 

Live now or never!" 

He said, "What's time? Leave Now for 

dogs and apes! 
Man has Forever! " 



October Twenty -fourth. 

Because a man has shop to mind 
In time and place, since flesh must live, 
Needs spirit lack all life behind, 
All stray thoughts, fancies fugitive, 
All loves except what trade can give? 



October Twenty -fifth. 

But — shop each day and all day long! 
Friend, your good angel slept, your star 
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Suffered eclipse, fate did you wrong! 
From where these sorts of treasures are, 
There should our hearts be — Christ how far! 



October Tiventysixth. 

Is not God now i' the world His power first 

made? 
Is not His love at issue still with sin 
Visibly when a wrong is done on earth? 



October Twenty-seventh. 

Well, well, we fathers can but care but cast 
Our bread upon the waters! 



144 BROWNING YEAR BOOK. 



October Twenty -eighth. 

The fact is there 's a blessing on the hearth, 
A special Providence for fatherhood. 



October Twenty -ninth. 

That autumn eve was stilled : 

A last remains of sunset dimly burned 

O'er the fair forests, like a torch, flame 

turned 
By the wind back upon its bearer's hand 
In one long flare of crimson ; as a brand, 
The woods beneath lay black. 



October Thirtieth. 

Man with the narrow mind must cram in- 
side 
His finite God's infinitude. 
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October Thirty-first, 

As when the martin migrates, Autumn claps 
Her hands, cries, " Winter 's coming, will be 

here, 
Off with you ere the white teeth overtake ! 
Flee!" 



NOVEMBER. 

For the drop of the woodland fruits begun, 
These early November hours* 
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November First. 

Oh, the sense of the yellow mountain-flowers 
And thorny balls, each three in one, 
The chestnuts throw in our path in showers ! 
For the drop of the woodland fruits begun, 
These early November hours. 



November Second. 

Oh, good gigantic smile o' the brown old 

earth 
This autumn morning! How he sets his 

bones 

To bask i* the sun, and thrusts out knees 

and feet 
For the ripple to run over in its mirth : 
Listening the while, where on the heap of 

stones 
The white breast of the sea-lark twitters 

sweet. 
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November Third. 

As life wanes, all its care and strife and toil 
Seem strangely valueless. 



November Fourth. 

Earth's mill, where we grind and wear 

mufflers : 
A whip awaits shirkers and shufflers 
Who slacken their pace, sick of lugging 
At what don't advance for their tugging. 



November Fifth. 

Man's work is to labor and leaven — 

As best he may— earth here with heaven : 

Tis work for work's sake that he 's needing : 
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Let him work on and on as if speeding 
Work's end, but not dream of succeeding! 
Because if success were intended, 
Why, heaven would begin ere earth ended. 



November Sixth. 

Dante, pacer of the shore 
Where glutted hell disgorgeth filthiest gloom, 
Unbitten by its whirring sulphur-spume — 
Or whence the grieved and obscure waters 

slope 
Into a darkness quieted by hope ; 
Plucker of amaranths grown beneath God's 

eye 
In gracious twilights where His chosen lie. 



November Seventh. 



My perfect wife, my Leonor, 
Oh heart, my own, oh eyes, 1 



eyes, mine too, 
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Whom else could I dare look forward for, 
With whom beside should I dare pursue 
The path gray heads abhor? 



November Eighth, 

Think, when our one soul understands 
The great Word which makes all things 

new, 
When earth breaks up and heaven expands, 
How will the change strike me and you 
In the house not made with hands? 



November Ninth. 



How love is the only good in the world. 
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November Tenth. 

Lady, should such an one have looked on 

you, 
Ne'er wrong yourself so far as quote the 

world 
And say, love can go unrequited here! 
You will have blessed him to his whole life's 

end — 
* Low passions hindered, baser cares kept 

back, 
All goodness cherished, where you dwelt and 

dwell. 



November Eleventh. 

.... My end of breath 
Shall bear away my soul in being true! 
He is still here, not outside with the world, 
Here, here, I have him in his rightful place! 
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Tis now, when I am most upon the move, 

I feel for what I verily find — again 

The face, again the eyes, again, through all, 

The heart and its immeasurable love 

Of my one friend, my only, all my own, 

Who put his breast between the spears and 

me. 
Ever with Caponsacchi! 



November Twelfth. 



O lover of my life, O soldier-saint, 
No work begun shall ever pause for death ! 
Love will be helpful to me more and more 
I' the coming course, the new path I must- 
tread, 
My weak hand in thy strong hand, strong 
for that. 
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November Thirteenth. 

.... Oh, life, life-breath, 

Life-blood — ere sleep come travail, life ere 

death ! 
This life-stream on my soul, direct, oblique, 
But always streaming. Hindrances? They 

pique. 

November Fourteenth. 

.... Men's road 

Is one, men's times of travel many : thwart 
No enterprising soul's precocious start 
Before the general march ! If slow or fast, 
All struggle up to the same point at last. 



November Fifteenth. 

So absolutely good is truth, truth never hurts 
The teller, whose worst crime gets somehow 
grace, avowed. 
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November Sixteenth. 

'Twas not for every Gawain to gaze upon 
the Grail! 



November Seventeenth, 

Exactly thus men stand to God : 
I with my courier, God with me. Just so 
I have His bidding to perform ; but mind 
And body, all of me, though made and 

meant 
For that sole service, must consult, contest 
With my own self and nobody beside, 
How to effect the same: God helps not 

else. 

November Eighteenth. 

Such was my rule of life : I worked my best, 
Subject to ultimate judgment, God's, not 
man's. 
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November Nineteenth, 

I search but cannot see 

What purpose serves the soul that strives, or 

world it tries 
Conclusions with, unless the fruit of victories 
Stay, one and all, stored up and guaranteed 

its own 
Forever, by some mode whereby shall be 

made known 
The gain of every life. Death reads the 

title clear 
What each soul for itself conquered from 

out things here. 



November Twentieth, 

Ay, of all the artists living, loving, 

None but would forego his proper dowry,- 
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Does he paint? he fain would write a poem — 
Does he write? he fain would paint a 
picture. 



November Twenty-first, 

But deep within my heart of hearts there 

hid 
Ever the confidence, amends for all, 
That heaven repairs what wrong earth's 

journey did. 



November Twenty-second, 

Leave the flesh to the fate it was fit for! 
the spirit be thine! 

By the spirit, when age shall o'ercome thee, 
thou still shalt enjoy 

More, indeed, than at first when, uncon- 
scious, the life of a boy. 
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November Twenty-third. 



Have you found your life distasteful? 
My life did and does smack sweet. 
Was your youth of pleasure wasteful? 
Mine I saved and hold complete. 
Do your joys with age diminish? 
When mine fail me, I'll complain. 
Must in death your daylight finish? 
My sun sets to rise again. 



November Twenty-fourth, 



I find earth not gray but rosy, 
Heaven not grim but fair of hue ; 
Do I stoop? I pluck a posy. 
Do I stand and stare? All 's blue. 
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November Twenty-fifth. 

Death meant, to spurn the ground, 

Soar to the sky, — die well and you do that. 



November Twenty-sixth. 

It 's wiser being good than bad ; 

It 's safer being meek than fierce ; 

It 's fitter being sane than mad. 

My own hope is, a sun will pierce 

The thickest cloud earth ever stretched ; 

That after Last returns the First, 

Though a wide compass round be fetched ; 

That what began best can't end worst, 

Nor what God blessed once prove accurst. 



November Twenty-seventh. 

Make no more giants, God, 
But elevate the race at once. 
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November Twenty -eighth. 

Who knows what is fit for us? Had fate 
Purposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being — had I signed the bond — 
Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Have a bliss to die with, dim — descried. 



November Twenty-ninth, 

He who did well in war just earns the right 
To begin doing well in peace. 



November Thirtieth. 

Ever judge of men by their professions. 
For though the bright moment of promising 
is but a moment, and cannot be prolonged, 
yet if sincere in its moment's extravagant 
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goodness, why, trust it, and know the man 
by it, I say, — not by his performance; 
which is half the world's work, interfere as 
the world needs must with its accidents and 
circumstances: the profession was purely 
the man's own. I judge people by what 
they might be — not are, nor will be. 



DECEMBER. 



And Winter near with rest and Xmas play. 
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December First, 



Heap logs and let the blaze laugh out. 



December Second, 

I shall never, in the years remaining, 
Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you 

statues, 
Make you music that should all express me ; 
So it seems : I stand on my attainment, 
This of verse alone, one life allows me ; 
Verse and nothing else have I to give you. 
Other heights in other lives God willing : * 
All the gifts from all the heights, your own, 

Love! 

December Third, 

Oh, speak through me now! 

Would I suffer for him that I love? So 
would'st thou, — so wilt thou! .... 
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He who did most shall bear most; the 
strongest shall stand the most weak. 

Tis the weakness in strength that I cry for ; 
my flesh, that I seek 

In the Godhead! I seek and I find it. 



December Fourth. 

.... For God above 

Is great to grant, as mighty to make, 

And creates the love to reward the love. 



December Fifth. 

O world as God has made it ! All is beauty, 
And knowing this is love, and love is duty, 
What further may be sought for or declared? 
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December Sixth. 

The moral sense grows but by exercise. 
'Tis even as man grew probatively 
Initiated in Godship, set to make 
A fairer moral world than this he finds, 
Guess now, what shall be known hereafter. 



December Seventh. 

How it disgusts when weakness, false-re- 
fined, 
Censures the honest, rude, effective strength, 
When sickly dreamers of the impossible 
Decry plain sturdiness which does the feat 
With eyes wide open! 



. December Eighth. 

. . . . See this soul of ours! 

How it strives weakly in a child, is loosed 
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In manhood, clogged by sickness, back 

compelled 
By age and waste, set free at last by death : 
Why is it flesh enthralls it or enthrones? 
What is this flesh we have to penetrate? 



December Ninth, 

And the way to end dreams is to break 

them, stand, 
Walk, go. 

December Tenth. 

And what is our failure here but a triumph's 
evidence 

For the fulness of the days? Have we 
withered or agonized? 

Why else was the pause prolonged but that 
singing might issue hence? 

Why rushed the discords in, but that har- 
mony should be prized? 



s 
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Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow 

to clear ; 
Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of 

the weal and woe : 
But God has a few of us whom He whispers 

in the ear ; 
The rest may reason and welcome ; 'tis we 

musicians know. 



December Eleventh, 

Cease from anger at the fates 

Which thwart themselves so madly. Live 

and learn, 
Not first learn and then live, is our concern. 



December Twelfth. 

Robert Browning died, 1891. 

Sun-treader — life and light be thine forever ; 
Thou art gone from us — years go by — and 
spring 
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Gladdens, and the young earth is beautiful, 
Yet thy songs come not — other bards arise, 
But none like thee — they stand — thy majes- 
ties, 
Like mighty works which tell some Spirit 

there 
Hath sat regardless of neglect and scorn, 
Till, its long task completed, it hath risen 
And left us, never to return. 



December Thirteenth. 

.... It shall be 

A Face like my face that receives thee ; a 

Man like to me, 
Thou shalt love and be loved by forever: 

a Hand like to my hand 
Shall throw open the gates of new life to 

thee — see the Christ stand! 
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December Fourteenth, 

He at least believed in soul — was very sure 
of God. 



December Fifteenth. 

Thou shalt painfully attain to joy 
While hope and fear and love shall keep 
thee man! 



December Sixteenth. 

One cannot judge of what has been the 

ill or well of life. 
The day that one is dying — sorrows change 
Into not altogether sorrow-like. 
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December Seventeenth. 

As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth, 

Towards making, than repose on aught 

found made : 
So, better age, exempt 
From strife, should know, than tempt 
Further. Thou waitest age ; wait death nor 

be afraid. 



December Eighteenth. 

Age? Why, fear ends there: the contest 

concluded, 
Man did live his life, did escape from the 

fray ; 
Not scratchless, but unscathed, he somehow 

eluded 
Each blow fortune dealt him, and conquers 

to-day : 
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To-morrow — new chance and fresh strength 
— might we say? 

Laud then Man's life — no defeat but a tri- 
umph. 



December Nineteenth. 

.... You call for faith : 
I show you doubt, to prove that faith exists, 
The more of doubt, the stronger faith, I say, 
If faith o'ercomes doubt. How I know it 

does? 
By life and man's free will, God gave for 

that! 



December Twentieth. 

Oh, and much drawback! What were earth 

without? 
Is this our ultimate stage or starting-place 
To try man's foot, if it will creep or climb, 
'Mid obstacles in seeming, points that prove 
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Advantage for who vaults from low to high 
And makes the stumbling-block a stepping- 
stone ? 



December Twenty -first. 

Art, wherein man no-wise speaks to men, 
Only to mankind — Art may tell a truth 
Obliquely, do the thing shall breed the 
thought. 



December Twenty -second. 

So may you paint your picture, twice show 

truth, 
Beyond mere imagery on the wall ; 
So, note by note, bring music from your 

soul, 
Deeper than ever the Andante dived, 
So write a book shall mean beyond the 

facts, 
Suffice the eye and save the soul beside. 
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December Twenty-third. 

Have I knowledge? confounded it shrinks 

at Wisdom laid bare! 
Have I forethought? how purblind, how 

blank to the Infinite Care! 



December Twenty -fourth. 

The treat and feast when holidays came 

round. 
Sympathy made flesh. 



December Twenty-fifth. 

Festive bells — everywhere the Feast o' the 

Babe, 
Joy upon earth, peace and good-will to 

man! 
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December Twenty-sixth. 

I never realized God's truth before. 
How He grew likest God in being born. 



December Twenty seventh. 
The great deed ne'er grows small. 



December Twenty -eighth. 

" Would a man 'scape the rod? " 
Rabbi Ben Karshook saith, 
" See that he turns to God, 
The day before his death." 

" Ay, could a man inquire, 
When it shall come? " I say. 
The Rabbi's eye shoots fire— 
" Then let him turn to-day! " 
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December Twenty-ninth, 

Fear death? — to feel the fog in my throat, 

The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place, 
The power of the night, the press of the 
storm, 

The post of the foe ; 
Where he stands, the Arch- Fear in a visible 
form, 

Yet the strong man must go : 
For the journey is done and the summit 
attained, 

And the barriers fall, 
Though a battle 's to fight ere the guerdon 
be gained, 

The reward of it all. 
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December Thirtieth. 

I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more, 

The best and the last! 
I would hate that death bandaged my eyes 
and forbore, 

And bade me creep past. 
No! let me taste the whole of it, fare like 
my peers 

The heroes of old, 
Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life's 
arrears 

Of pain, darkness and cold. 

December Thirty-first. 

For sudden the worst turns the best to the 
brave, 

The black minute 's at end, 
And the element's rage, the fiend voices that 
rave, 

Shall dwindle, shall blend, 
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Shall change, shall become first a peace out 
of pain, 

Then a light, then thy breast, 
O thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp thee 
again, 

And with God be the rest! 



